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That I am dead; do it with constancy, Sadly, do you hear? Impute it to the grief Of this late slander.
Mos. What do you mean, sir?
Volp. Oh,
I shall have instantly my vulture, crow, Raven, come flying hither, on the news, To peck for carrion, my she-wolf and all, Greedy and full of expectation -
Mos. And then to have it ravished from their mouths I
Volp. 'Tis true. I will have thee put on a gown, And take upon thee, as thou wert mine heir: Show them a will: open that chest, and reach Forth one of those that has the blanks. I'll straight Put in thy name.
Mos. It will be rare, sir.
Volp. Ay, When they e'en gape, and find themselves deluded -
Mos. Yes.
Volp. And then use them scurvily! Dispatch, get on thy gown.
Mos. But what, sir, if they ask After the body?
Volp. Say, it was corrupted.
Mos. I'll say it stank, sir; and was fain to have it Coffined up instantly, and sent away.
Volp. Anything, what thou wilt. Hold, here's my wilL Get thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink, Papers afore thee; sit as thou wert taking An inventory of parcels: I'll get up Behind the curtain, on a stool, and hearken; Sometime peep over, see how they do look, With what degrees their blood doth leave their
faces! O, 'twill afford me a rare meal of laughter 1
Mos. Your advocate will turn stark dull upon it,
Volp. It will take off his oratory's edge.